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"Yes, it is," he replied eagerly.

"Has it been on long?"

"Not, not so long. Is isn't half through yet, I'm sure/'
he told her, trying to talk as if he were a confidential old
friend. 'I'll bet the best's coming on,"

"Well, I hope you're right/' she said, settling herself
in the rather narrow seat and then giving her attention
to the screen.

A faint sweet whiff of scent had come his way. His
senses did not wait for any more evidence; they reported
at once to his imagination, which immediately dowered
the vague dark figure beside him with all sweetness and
prettiness, not unlike that of Lulu Castellar, who was at
the moment absent from the screen, the young inventor,
having arrived in New York, being barked at by the
three heavy men. Turgis took in all that the film had to
offer him, but now he was no longer lost in it; he was
living intensely in the tiny darkened space between him
and the girl. Instinctively, he edged a little her way.
Their elbows touched on the arm of the seat, and even
that trifling contact sent a thrill through him. A little
later, his left leg encountered something at once firm
and soft, another leg, a beautifully rounded feminine
leg, and the two remained in contact. This, like the
other, may have been casual, but to Turgis the effect was
electric, And then it chanced that his hand, hanging
loose bv his side, touched another hand, which was not
withdrawn when it was touched again, this time de-
liberately. The two hands now met fairly; they grasped
one another, squeezed; their fingers were intertwined;
they sent and received messages in the dark. Turgis
could now regard the graceful antics of Lulu Castellar
with a benevolent detachment. The dream life of the